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\ The Man Everyone Liked 


\ Everyone liked Mr. Butler. They 
all said, “What a good, kind man he is.” 
He was the most successful businessman in 
town, and one night a banquet was held to 
honor him. 

After many speeches someone said, “Tell 
us, Mr. Butler, what was it that made you 
so popular and successful?” 

The old man stood slowly. “I suppose,” 
he said, “it is that when I was a boy I 
resolved that I would always be kind to 
everybody. Let me tell you a story. 

“I once knew a little boy named Jim. 
His parents had died, and there was no one 
to look after him. He walked the streets of 
a little town, dirty, untidy, and rude. He 
never passed up an opportunity to play a 
prank or do a mean trick. As a result, no 
one had any use for him. If he lingered 
too long near someone’s house, the owner 
would come out and shoo him away. The 
richer boys with fancy clothes threw stones 
at him. And, of course, no one would give 
him a job. 



















“Trailing behind Jim at all times was 
Duke, a dog as ragged and mean as Jim. 
And all the harsh things that people said 
to Jim, he passed along to Duke. 

“Then one day Jim was down in the 
shopping district, leaning against a store 
window, when the little lady from the dress 
shop walked by loaded with packages. 

“At that very moment the packages 
slipped and tumbled to the ground. Hardly 
thinking what he was doing, Jim jumped 
to her side and picked them up, loading 
them carefully into her arms. The last one 
in place, the lady turned to him with a 
beautiful smile and said, ‘Thank you. 
You're a nice, kind boy.’ Then she was 
gone. 

“Jim stood blinking, hardly able to be- 
lieve his ears. What was it the lady had 
called him? ‘A nice, kind boy.’ No one had 
ever called him that before. He wasn’t 
quite sure if he had heard right, but there 
was no mistaking the wonderful happiness 
he felt inside. 

“He ran to a quiet place by the river. 
‘ll try those words on Duke,’ he decided, 
‘and see what they do to him.’ 

“*Come here, Duke,’ he ordered. The 
dog slunk to his side. Lowering his voice, 
he said, ‘You’re a nice, kind dog.’ 

“The effect was amazing. Duke pricked 
up his ears and looked happy all over. 
‘Dogs like it too,’ Jim said. ‘I'll have to try 
it on people.’ Then, because he was a nice, 
kind boy, he felt he ought to look like one. 
From his pocket he drew a broken mirror 
and looked at his dirty face. Scooping wa- 
ter from the river, he washed as well as 
he could and straightened his disorderly 
hair, then went to look for work. 

“It was easy to see that Jim had changed. 
He got a job. He was always kind to the 
customers, so they came back. He was given 
better and still better jobs, and soon he 
owned his own business. 

“The little lady passed away long ago,” 
Mr. Butler concluded, “but my business 
stands on the spot where she said those kind 
words to that little boy, for I was Jim.” 

The Bible says, “Be ye kind one to an- 
other” (Eph. 4:32). It pays, doesn’t it? 

Your friend, 


Sa Wlraerel? 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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UNCLE ARTHUR'S STORY 





How Johnnie Got Wet 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


Author of “Uncle Arthur’s Bedtime Stories,” “The 
Children’s Hour With Uncle Arthur,” etc. 








EWING GALLOWAY 


No one knew where Johnnie was. Was he sick? A girl put her hand 
up and reported she had seen him fishing in the creek yesterday. 


ISS GIBSON was marking the attend- 
ance record. 

“Everybody seems to be in school on time 
today,” she said. “That is, all except Johnnie. 
Has anybody seen Johnnie?” 

No one spoke. 

“Does anybody know whether Johnnie is 
ill?” 

A hand went up. 

“He can't be ill, Miss Gibson, for I saw 
him fishing in the creek yesterday evening.” 

“Thank you,” said Miss Gibson, closing 
the book. “And now, I'll be back in just a 
moment. Please, all of you, be good and 
quiet until I return.” 

Teacher had barely walked across the cor- 
ridor, however, when the classroom door 
opened, and in walked Johnnie. 
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Immediately bedlam broke 
loose. 

“Johnnie!” cried one of the 
boys. “What have you been 
doing?” 

“Johnnie!” cried another. 
“What a mess you're in! 
Where have you been?” 

They had reason to ask. For 
never had a boy come to 
school quite like this. Johnnie 
was actually dripping wet. 
His hair was all mussed up as 
if he had been swimming. His 
clothes were sodden and his 
shoes squelched water as he 
walked. 

“Ha! Ha! Ha!” laughed ev- 
erybody. “He! He! He!” 
“What a sight!” “What a way 
to come to school!” 

Suddenly the door handle 
rattled. Instantly there was si- 
lence. Johnnie moved swiftly to his desk and 
sat down. 

Teacher entered and looked around. 

“So you are here at last, Johnnie,” she said. 
“Have you any excuse for being late?” 

“Well—er—no. I don’t think so.” 

“What do you mean, ‘I don’t think so’? 
Have you, or haven't you, an excuse?” 

“I guess I haven't,” said Johnnie. 

“What has happened to your hair?” asked 
teacher. 

“Nothing, Miss,” said Johnnie, trying in 
vain to make it go into place. 

“Stand up!” said teacher. 

Johnnie stood up. 

A hand was raised. 

“Please, Miss, there’s a puddle under John- 
nie’s seat.” To page 19 
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Mr. Brown was certain that Shep was killing his 


chickens. Then one night he discovered 


the real enemy 


\ When the Trap Snapped 


? pie By DOROTHY MATAR 


R. BROWN came 

stomping into the 
house early one morning, 
cheeks flushed with anger. 
“Hattie, I tell you, some- 
thing is killing our chick- 
ens! Four of our best are 
dead! Some animal crept in 
last night and killed them. 
Between you and me, I 
think it’s the black dog 
across the road. I don’t know 
what else it could be.” Nervously he paced 
the floor. 

Mrs. Brown stood in the doorway of their 
simple farmhouse, looking at her husband. 
“John,” she exclaimed, “you don’t mean to 
tell me that a dog is after our chickens. It 
just couldn’t be!” 

“Yes, Hattie, there is, and I know it must 
be our neighbor’s dog. Shep, they call him. 
I remember now that I heard a dog barking 
furiously during the night. Yes, that’s it!” 
Mr. Brown slumped into a chair to scan the 
morning paper before sitting at the break- 
fast table. 

Shep belonged to Tommy, who lived 
across the road. But there was nothing to 
prove that the chickens were his prey. He 
was a medium-sized black dog with short 
hair, who had been taught habits of obedi- 
ence and trust, and knew that he must not 
dig in flower beds, upset garbage cans, growl 
at people, run after cars, or harm chickens. 
He was just a loyal, loving dog, though no 
one realized it more than his companion, 
Tommy. 

All through the day, as Mr. Brown worked 
in the fields, he worried over his chickens 
and the chicken killer. How could he get 
rid of the “black, four-legged enemy,” he 





wondered. In the evening he 
went over to talk to his 
neighbor, and the boy who 
claimed Shep as his own. 
Gruffly, Mr. Brown poured 
out his story, and Mr. Jones 
listened patiently. Tommy 
twiddled his thumbs, fearful 
that something drastic might 
be done to his dog. 

Before his father could 
speak, Tommy broke in, 
“Mr. Brown, I-I-I know it isn’t Shep who 
is killing your chickens. It just couldn't be 
Shep! He’s never killed a chicken in his life 
and ‘ 

Before Tommy could finish speaking, Fa- 
ther said quietly, “I don’t believe Shep is 
responsible for the loss of your chickens, 
Mr. Brown, but just to make sure, Tommy 
will lock him up tonight.” At this, Mr. 
Brown’s anger calmed, and he left. 

That evening Tommy gave Shep a tight 
squeeze as he led him into the barn. Shep 
beat his tail against the ground and licked 
the hands that tenderly stroked him. “Shep, 
you're a pal, you know it?” Tommy re- 
peated. He gave Shep one more tight squeeze 
and whispered, “Good-night, pal, see you 
in the morning.” Then he closed the door 
carefully, latching it behind him. 

The rays of the early morning sun peered 
through Tommy’s window, and he jumped 
out of bed with a thud! Almost instantly 
he heard voices below his window. He lis- 
tened closely. “Mr. Jones, five more chickens 
gone in one single night is a serious matter! 
What are you going to do about this dog 
of yours?” Tommy grew faint, but like a 
flash he rushed downstairs and stood facing 
his father and the very angry Mr. Brown. 
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Lips quivering, he asked, “What happened, 
what happened?” 

“Young chap, your dog killed more chick- 
ens last night!” snapped Mr. Brown. 

“Sir, my dog is locked up in the barn,” 
replied Tommy. 

“Young fellow, let’s go and see whether 
your dog is locked up or not.” 

They walked to the barn, and to Tommy’s 
amazement, Shep was not there. He had 
escaped through a broken window below 
the hayloft. And just around the corner of 

r the barn lay a huge jack rabbit, the victim 
a 2 of Shep’s hunting that very morning. “See, 
Mr. Brown,” contended Tommy. “Shep goes 
after the harmful animals which destroy our 
crops and gardens. He doesn’t kill chickens, 
| I tell you, he doesn’t. Please believe me, sir.” 

A tear stole into his eye. 

Mr. Brown demanded that the dog be 
given away or sold immediately, and it took 

r a great deal of pleading to persuade him 
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Waving his finger, Mr. Jones shouted at his neigh- 
bor, “What are you going to do with that dog of 
yours? He killed more of my chickens last night.” 











to let the dog go free. It was agreed that the 
broken window would be fixed and Shep 
would be locked up again that night. 

At nightfall Tommy led Shep to the barn. 
They played together a few minutes. Tommy 
looked into Shep’s eyes, and they seemed 
to speak undying devotion and _ affection. 
“Be good, ole boy,” he murmured. Then 
latching the door securely as before, he went 
away. 

A fresh rain fell during the night. At day- 
break Mr. Brown arose and was soon at the 
chicken house. To his horror, he saw sev- 
eral more chickens lying dead. He wasted 
no time in reaching his neighbor's house. 

“Mr. Jones,” he yelled, “what are you 
planning to do with that dog, anyway? He 
got out again and killed more chickens! 
I heard him barking last night. His feet made 
tracks in the mud the size of saucers right 
near the chicken house. Come on and I'll 
show you!” 

Mr. Brown led his neighbor to the spot 
where Shep’s tracks were imprinted in the 
muddy ground near the chicken house. Mr. 
Jones was fully convinced that Shep was the 

To page 20 
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SAND BOY 


W By MARYANE G. MYERS 
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CHAPTER ONE: FRIENDS AT THE BEACH 





} engl didn’t discover Sand Boy at home. 
In fact, he had to go a long distance to 
find him. But it was well worth the trip. 

It all started one summer day when Mr. 
Foster came home from the office in the 
middle of the morning. Jerry, leaning on 
the lawnmower inspecting his workman- 
ship on the front lawn, looked up in sur- 
prise. 

“Hi, Dad!” he greeted, as his father 
stepped out of his car in the driveway. 

“I suppose you're a bit surprised to see 
me home at this time of day.” Mr. Foster 
smiled broadly. 

“Yes, sir,” Jerry admitted. 

“T'll Jet you in on some good news. I have 
to go to Beachtown on business for several 
days, and I’m leaving in ten minutes. I'd 
like to take you and Mother if you can pack 
in a hurry.” 

Jerry felt like turning handsprings, but 
instead quickly took the mower to the 
garage, then raced into the house to pack. 

It was a delightful day for a journey. The 
countryside was green with flourishing gar- 
dens and meadows bright with flowers. Jerry 
liked the changing scenery—red barns 
against a clear blue sky, cows seeking shade 
beneath trees or drinking from pasture 
brooks, roadside stands and small villages, 
now a large city they must pass through, then 
back on the open highway, which unrolled 
before them as smoothly as time on a clock. 

There was a tinge of salt in the air as 
they neared Beachtown. 

They rented a pleasant cabin near one end 
of the beach, and Jerry was ready to go into 
the water as soon as he unpacked his swim 
trunks. 
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“You'll have to wait till morning,” his 
mother advised. “We must unpack and dress, 
for we'll have dinner downtown tonight, and 
perhaps go on the ferry afterward. There 
will be a full moon tonight, and the water 
should be beautiful.” 

Jerry awoke early next morning, the roar 
of deep water making music in his ears. 
There was no place away from home quite as 
fine as Beachtown, he decided. He had been 
there previously as a small child. Now, after 
several years of Junior camp swim lessons, 
he was ready to enjoy the warm Gulf water. 
There would be fishing from the pier too. 
Dad had promised to swim and fish with 
Mother and him after working hours. But 
there was one thing Jerry had promised 
his parents—not to overdo his acquaint- 
ance with sun and water. He knew that no 
one could have fun with a bad case of sun- 
burn. 

After breakfast Mother told him he could 
go and play, but reminded him not to be 
late for lunch. 

Jerry raced to the beach and plunged into 
the water. How delightful it was to ride up 
and down with the surging waves. 

At first he swam within sight of the cabin, 
but there seemed to be something more 
attractive about the beach farther away, so 
it wasn’t very long before he was some dis- 
tance from where he started. There were 
several groups of people in the water, but 
none his age. A companion to splash along 
beside him would be fun, he thought, but he 
supposed he would have to wait until later 
in the day for his mother and father to join 
him. 

He rested awhile on the beach, tiny waves 











; 





—— 














pushing against his heels. “There’s great 
power in the sea,” he reflected. “I’m glad 
I've learned to know God and His love. Peo- 
ple should be happy all the time, because 
Jesus has given us so many wonderful things 
to be thankful for.” Pleasant thoughts surged 
through his mind as he let the warm sand 
trickle through his fingers. 

Presently, he decided to hunt for shells. 
Here and there, scattered over the beach, 
he found unusual ones. And then, as he 
slowly walked along, he saw something else 
—a piece of driftwood. It wasn’t large, but it 
was beautifully shaped, and bleached white. 
It would make a wonderful gift for his 
mother after it was polished. The wood was 
on top of a high mount that joined the bank. 

Jerry leaped to the top, reached for the 
wood—and then it happened. His foot 
slipped. Down he went—rolling over and 
over. 

“Look out!” a boy’s voice shouted. 

Jerry stopped rolling and sat up. He was 
right in the middle of a sand village that 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


Jerry had not known there was anyone on the other 
side of the mound. He had leaped for the drift- 
wood, slipped, and came tumbling on a boy’s castle. 





had evidently been made by this angry boy. 
Apparently chey were the same age, but the 
other lad was deeply tanned in strange con- 
trast with his blue eyes and sand-colored 
hair. 

“Why don’t you look where you're going?” 
the boy demanded. 

“I slipped,” Jerry tried to explain. 

“T'll say you did!” 

“I'm sorry. Guess you were building a 
town or something.” 

“Or something is right. It was a fort until 
you planted yourself in the middle of it— 
now it’s mush.” 

“I'm sorrier about it than you know. 
Please let me help you repair it.” Jerry was 
contrite. 

His words brought a surprised expression 
to the other boy’s face. Evidently he hadn't 
expected such politeness. 

“Well,” he said, slowly, “it won't take 
long to fix it. Know anything about forts?” 

“Not much,” Jerry admitted. 

“That’s all right.” The other lad was 
smiling now. “I'll show you how to build 
one.” 

“I don’t believe I’ve ever seen a real fort.” 

“You haven't? Say, there’s an old one on 
the other end of the beach. How would you 
like to see it after we finish this one?” 


 WHUAZ, 
‘ Sa Nay 
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HE FOLLOWS ME 


/ by MRS. JOHN F. UNDERHILL 
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Down by the creek where the fishes swim, 
Out where the winds blow free, 

Over the meadow where crocuses grow, 
My dog, he follows me. 


Following closely behind my heels, 
Going wherever | go, 

Faithful and trusting he follows me 
Through dust, or rain, or snow. 


And oh, may I, as the days go by, 
In love and fidelity, 

Follow my Master wherever He leads, 
As my dog follows me. 


“There's nothing I'd like better.” Jerry was 
pleased with the offer of friendship. “My 
name’s Jerry. What’s yours?” 

“Everybody calls me Sandy.” 

The boys were silent for a moment, then 
he continued, “Now, the first thing you do 
in building a fort, or anything else in sand, 
is to clear off a spot that’s level.” Sandy 
spoke with authority. 

Jerry had always thought that building 
castles in sand was play for small children, 
but under the skilled hands of his com- 
— it seemed to become an art. 

My dad was an architect.” There was 
pride in the boy’s voice. “He always made 
plans for whatever he intended to build.” 

“Doesn't he do that work now?” Jerry 
asked. 

“He’s dead.” 

“That's bad. Has he been dead long?” 

“Four years. I was eight then.” 

“Do you have any brothers or sisters?” 

Sandy shook his head. “No, only Mom and 
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I. We both work.” His brown hands began 
to fashion one corner of a wall. 

“This is the way you make a lookout 
tower,” he said, abruptly changing the sub- 
ject. 

The boys worked in the sand as the sun 
slowly mounted the great blue stairway of 
the sky. Jerry looked up. It must be almost 
eleven o'clock. He remembered his promise 
to be back at the cabin before twelve. The 
boys put the gate on the building as a final 
touch, then Jerry suggested they swim for 
a few minutes. 

Sandy jumped to his feet. 
to the water.” 

Away the boys ran, and Sandy cut the 
water first, a neat dive into a plunging wave. 

It was jolly to have someone his own 
age swim with him, Jerry decided. The boys 
laughed and splashed each other. 

“You're a good swimmer,” 
mented. 

“T learned at Junior camp,” Jerry told him. 

“Never heard of it.” 

Jerry waded to the shadow of a rock. 
“Let's sit here and I'll tell you about it.” 

Sandy listened attentively. After a while he 
spoke. “Junior Missionary Volunteers, Jun- 
ior camp, Pathfinder Club—seems like the 
young people in your church have a won- 
derful time.” 

“The best time in the world, because it’s 
the right kind of recreation. Seventh-day Ad- 
ventists know that Jesus is coming soon, 
and we want to be ready and help others 
get ready.” 

“That's a strange thing for a boy to say,” 
Sandy said. “Most of the fellows I know 
would be ashamed to even mention that 
they go to church, let alone that they expect 
Jesus to come.” 

The boys were silent for a moment, then 
Sandy spoke up. “Jerry, I think you have 
courage. I’d—I'd like you to be my friend.” 

“IT am your friend. I won't be in Beach- 
town very long, but while I’m here we'll 
have good times together.” 

“How about going to see the fort, right 
now?” 

Jerry looked up at the sun. It was almost 
overhead. “Can we go this afternoon? I 
promised my mother I'd be home before 
twelve o'clock.” 

“I have to go to work at one. I’m helping 
our grocer in the stockroom today.” 

“How about tomorrow morning?” 

To page 19 
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‘M THANKFUL that the insects are not 

so large as elephants, or even horses. If 
they were, the world would certainly be a 
frightful place to live in. If the giant water 
insect were even as large as a cat, it wouldn't 
be safe to swim in water where it lives. This, 
the largest of all the insects, is not afraid of 
anything. Without hesitation it will attack 
a fish or a frog many times larger than itself. 
The kind of water bug that lives in this 
country is about two inches long. In the 
tropics its cousins may reach four inches in 
length. 

Sometimes it is called the electric light 
bug, because of its habit of flying around 
bright lights at certain times of the year— 
usually when the young ones are turning 
into adults and leaving the water. 

The giant water insect is one of nature's 
best-equipped swimmers. The rear pair of 
legs are broad and flattened, so that they 
can be used like oars. Being quite long, they 
are able to carry their owner through the 
water at great speed. The body is flat. In the 
middle on the underside is a ridge, or keel, 
which runs full length and acts as a stabilizer 
to keep the bug going in a straight line. 

The front legs are sharp, hooked, and 
curved in to enable the insect to hold on 
tightly to its prey. There is a long powerful 
beak that is inserted into the insect’s enemies 
to suck out the vital juices. 

The eyes are very large and beady look- 
ing. It probably can see well under water. 
The bug is a dull brownish-gray color, just 
like the mud on the bottom of the pond. 
It usually lurks on the bottom, sometimes 
slightly covering itself with mud and leaves. 
Though hidden, it is ready to dart out after 
the unwary. Its food is any small animal it 
can find—other insects, frogs, tadpoles, and 
even fish up to four times its own size. It 
has even been known to successfully attack 
and kill a medium-sized garter snake, and 
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may be a real pest in fish hatcheries, where 
it feeds on fish eggs and fish of all sizes. 

In the air it is a highly capable flier. 
On the ground it can run quite well. So all 
in all the giant water insect is equally at 
home in the water, on the land,-or in the air. 

What fun God must have had making 
such an interesting creature! 





JOHN A. DAVIDSON 


The giant water insect does not grow quite this 
large in North America. But in the tropics, its cousins 
may be even larger—sometimes four inches in length. 
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A DAY 





_ are so many things going on at 
camp all the time that it would be im- 
possible to show all of them. 

But if you go to camp this summer— 
as we hope you will—your days will be 
very much like this. 

First you get up, of course, and wash. 
Then, after worship, comes flag raising. 
Breakfast follows, and afterward every- 
one does his bit to help the camp run 
smoothly. These girls are peeling carrots 
for dinner. As the day warms up, there 
may be a chance for a swim before lunch. 
The boys are learning the new method of 


PATHFINDER 
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AT CAMP 


ai 3 





artificial respiration. Before you know it, 
it’s time for dinner, high spot of the day. 
Rest period follows, and then crafts and 
nature classes. Take your pick. The girls 
are making billfolds out of leather, the 
boys are studying stuffed animals, and 
learning how to find their way with 
compasses. Campfire comes at night. 
There are stories and songs, and occa- , 





sionally something quite different, like 1 at 
stunt night, shown here. Then, perhaps, ita 
if the stars are shining, star study through & 


a telescope. And finally, bed, and taps, 
and dreams of another day full of fun. 


Pictures of Central California, Illinois, Greater New York, and Alabama-Mississippi summer camps, courtesy of H. T./Bergh, 


]. O. Iversen, ]. N. Barnes, and W. P. Thurber. / 
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THE GIRL WHO SAW AN 


By FORDYCE DE’ 
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HAYE you ever seen an angel? You 
haven't? Well, I haven't either, but I did 
meet a little girl who had seen one. It hap- 
pened out in Borneo, and it made me think 
so much of that text over in Psalms 34:7. 
Do you know what it says without looking 
it up? Yes, that’s it. “The angel of the Lord 
encampeth round about them that fear him, 
and delivereth them.” 

We climbed up over the mountains and 
down through the valleys and round through 
the ledges and crossed stream after stream, 
till at last we came to a little clearing in the 
jungle, Pastor Sibrani and I. 

There Brother Sibrani pointed to a little 
house built up on stilts in typical Borneo 
style and said, “This is the place where we 
are supposed to spend the weekend.” The 
family that lived there had recently become 
Christians. They welcomed us and showed 
us to the place where we would sleep on 
the floor at one end of their big room. The 
house was all made of bamboo, with a grass 
roof on it. We climbed up a log for steps. 
We hung our blankets across the room from 
one deer horn to another, and so made a hid- 
ing place where we could change our clothes. 

Then we went out to the river to take 
our baths and prepare for the Sabbath. 

Baths over, we came in and prepared for 
sunset worship. And as true Adventists like 
to do, the family gathered together in a 
little circle for evening song and Bible read- 
ing and prayer. We didn’t sit on chairs, be- 
cause there aren't any in that part of Borneo; 
we just sat cross-legged on the mat on the 
floor. 

When we had finished singing our last 
song, when we had finished having our last 
prayer, Pastor Sibrani pointed to a little girl 
about five years of age and said, “Would 
you like to hear the story of this little girl?” 
Who wouldn’t? Of course I would. And here 
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came the story. What a thrilling one it was! 

It had happened two months before, and 
I want to tell it to you as they told it to 
me that night. 

One evening the mother sent the little 
girl out to the edge of the woods near their 
home—the jungle, they call it over there— 
to gather leaves for supper. They did not 
want to eat the leaves. Rather, they use them 
for dishes. They are very large, and the peo- 
ple put their rice and vegetables on one and 
eat their supper off it. When supper is over, 
they just go to the window and toss the leaf 
out, and they have done the dishwashing. 
Really, wouldn’t you Juniors like to eat off 
plates like that, so 
that when you were 
through eating, you 
could throw the 
dishes away and not 
have to bother with 
dishwashing! 

Well, the little girl 
went out to the tree 
nearby to gather the 
leaves. But she didn’t 
come back. In a little 
while Mother went 
out after her and 
called and called, but 
nowhere could she 
find her. 

By and by the fa- 
ther came home 


from the fields, 
JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 

The little lost girl 

prayed, then looked 


around. Beside her was 
a man dressed all in 
white, who took her 
hand and led her back 
through the jungle. 
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where he had been working. Mother told 
him that their little girl was lost. Together 
they went searching and searching, calling 
and calling, through the jungle, until it be- 
came dark. Not the least trace of their little 
girl could they find. 

Now do you know what they did? They 
went up the river, hopping from stone to 
stone. After about a half hour’s walk up the 
river, they came to a little village. They 
told the villagers of the terrible thing that 
had happened, their little girl was lost in 
the jungle. All the villagers became excited. 
They banded together and brought out their 
deer-hunting lamps and their brass gongs and 
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formed a big circle, fanning out toward the 
jungle, seeking for the little lost girl. 

They searched and searched; they called 
and called; they shined their bright lamps 
and beat their gongs, hoping that the little 
girl would hear. But they couldn't find the 
slightest trace of that poor little tot. There 
she was, left alone in the jungle. So they beat 
their drums in a way that said, “We'll have 
to give up; she can’t be found.” They packed 
up and returned to their village again, and 
the father and mother went back to their 
little hut to cry their poor hearts out in ter- 
rible sorrow. 


But, Juniors, there is something else they 
did. I am so thankful they did it. Do you 
know what it was? That’s right, they prayed. 
They prayed that the Lord would help them 
find their little girl, that the Lord would pro- 
tect her from the wild jungle and its dangers. 
Don’t forget that the jungles of Borneo are 
terribly, terribly wild. Out in those jungles 
are giant snakes. Some have been caught as 
long as thirty-five feet. Then there are little 
tiny snakes only eight, ten, or twelve inches 
long, that look like a little green piece of 
bamboo. They are deadly poisonous too. | 
have seen giant scorpions there so large that 

To page 19 








God's Care 


By HARRY BAERG 


7a) 
* er Answering requirement 7 


which God's love and purpose in creation of birds are shown. 


Mv Honor ‘Have you ever tried to find 
insects in a northern State 
during the wintertime? There 
are a few ants, odd flies, or 
spiders around on a warm 

IN BIRDS day, but hardly enough to sup- 

port an insect-eating bird. On 
cold days, when snow covers the ground, 
there are none at all. Imagine what would 
happen to all the robins, bluebirds, warblers, 
or hummingbirds if they had to live in such 
a country in the winter. 

Fortunately God made provision for all 
these insect-eating birds. When the north 
winds of fall blow they travel south and 
stay there till the cold weather is over, and 
then return. This sounds simple enough, but 
there are so many wonderful things con- 
nected with this migration, so many un- 
answered questions connected with it, that 
it makes a fascinating study. 

Scientists who have spent much time try- 
ing to understand it have discovered that 
birds do not come north because the weather 
is getting warmer, but because the days are 
getting longer. They do not go south be- 
cause they know a snowstorm is coming, but 
because the days are growing shorter. Pro- 
fessor Rowan, of the University of Alberta, 
kept crows and other birds in a building 
in the fall, and by use of electric lights made 
their days increase in length instead of de- 
crease. Then in December he took the birds 
out and let them go. Instead of flying south 
as all the others had done some time earlier, 
these birds flew north. This showed that it 
is the change in the length of days which 
tells the birds when to migrate, but it still 
does not answer the more important ques- 
tion of why. 

After they have gone south, why do these 
birds leave it again in spring to raise their 
families in the north? It is not that there is 
no food in the south—there is plenty of it. 
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for the Birds 


: Write or give orally three ways in 





It is interesting to notice, though, that mi- 
grating birds, as a rule, lay their eggs at 
such a time that they are feeding their young 
during the longest days of the year. These 
young birds eat so much and grow so fast 
that they can starve to death in ten or twelve 
hours of darkness. They need the long north- 
ern day and short night to keep their stom- 
achs full. 

Insect-eating birds eat a large quantity of 
food. A robin will find as many as fifteen 
earthworms and eat them in one hour. A 
flicker was observed to eat three thousand 
ants in one day. Growing birds eat still more. 
For several weeks the young in the nest will 
eat their own weight in food every day. 

Some birds migrate short distances. Jun- 
cos, finches, and white-crowned sparrows 
just move from the mountains to the low- 
lands. Robins, meadow larks, and redwings 
may go no farther south than is necessary to 
find food. The same holds true of crows and 
some hawks. 

Other birds travel very long distances. 
Bobolinks fly from the northern States to 
Argentina for the winter. Many of the small 
warblers spend the winter in the tropics. The 
golden plover breeds in the arctics of north- 
ern Canada and spends the winter as far 
south as the southern tip of South America. 
The champion traveler of them all is the 
arctic tern. This bird nests near the North 
Pole in midsummer and then spends the 
winter in Antarctica, not far from the South 
Pole. Imagine young terns shortly after they 
have left their nests starting out on a trip 
equal to going around the world! 

Most young birds go south two weeks or 
more before their parents do. How do they 
know that they should go or where to go? 
How do they find their way over the trackless 
prairies or rugged mountains? 

Scientists place little bands around the 
legs of birds to help them tell one bird from 

















another. This is called banding, and has 
shown that the same birds that nested in a 
birdhouse last summer will likely return to 
the same one next year if they are still alive. 
The swift that nested in a certain black 
chimney in a city full of black chimneys will 
come back in spring to the same chimney as 
last year to build a nest. It is easy to say 
that instinct guides them. But this instinct 
is something we know very little about. God 
has placed it there. We might as well rev- 
erently say that God guides them. We are 
told that not a sparrow falls without His 
knowledge, and we can be sure that His lov- 
ing hand is over these small creatures as 
they fly from zone to zone. 

Of course, on these great migrational 
flights many birds lose their lives. Game birds 
are shot by hunters. Contrary to common be- 
lief, birds do not always know about storms 
in advance, and early migrating bluebirds 
and others are often killed by late spring 









































blizzards. Waterfowl die from oil on the 
waters of harbors where they stop for rest. 

A new discovery among scientists is that 
some birds hibernate instead of migrate. 
Professor Yeager, at Loma Linda, California, 
discovered a poorwill hibernating in a hole 
in the rocks of the desert. 

Many birds migrate at night. By turning 
their telescopes on the moon, astronomers 
see bird after bird pass between them and 
that bright sphere. Brilliant city lights often 
confuse migrating birds. Many are dashed to 
death on the Empire State building each 
spring and fall. Birds migrating over the 
ocean at night are often blinded by the lights 
of ships, and fall helpless on the decks. How 
can they see to fly by night? Do they guide 
their courses by the stars? No. They fly 
just as well on cloudy nights. Recent experi- 
ments show that the birds follow magnetic 
lines of the earth and are guided by these 
in much the same way as night-flying pilots 
follow the radio beam 
to their landing field. 

Birds do not fly just 
anywhere in their mi- 
gration—they go by 





certain routes, called 
flyways. There are 
roughly five different 
routes across America. 





They follow river val- 
leys and coastlines as a 
rule. A number of them 
come together in Mex- 
ico and Central Amer- 
ica. From Florida and 
Mississippi they cross 
the sea to Cuba, South 
America, and Yucatan. 
Surely God has made 
good provision for 
these, His little crea- 
tures. How much more 
would He care for you 
and me! 

This completes 
GUIDE'S series on the 
MV Honor in birds. 
The next MV Honor 
will be Campcraft, be- 








ginning July 14. 




















ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 

















Birds migrate thousands 
of miles, sometimes re- 
turning to the same chim- 





ney to nest. The map shows 
the routes they travel. 











perch copper pictures has been our 
subject for the past three weeks. I hope 
you realize that there are many other useful 
objects that can be made beautiful by the 
use of tooled copper. Scrapbook and photo 
album covers, lamp bases, bookends, napkin 
holders, wastebaskets, and many, many other 
articles can be beautified with tooled copper 
designs. Perhaps at some later time we shall 
describe how to make these. That does not 
mean, however, that you cannot go ahead 
now to plan and make some of them on your 
own. In fact, I would like very much to see 
many of you do so. You will find it lots of 
fun and very worth while. 

The process of making pictures and de- 
signs on sheet aluminum is very similar to 
that of making them on copper. You will 
need the same tools, but will not need any 
toning solutions, steel wool, or lacquer. As 
I describe the process I will point out the 
differences between aluminum and copper 
tooling. 

You will need sheet aluminum about 
thirty-six gauge or slightly heavier. Thirty- 
six guage is about .0050 inches thick. Alu- 
minum should cost only about one half as 
much per square foot as copper of the same 
gauge. Another advantage of aluminum is 
that it does not tarnish, hence does not need 
to be coated with a protective film of clear 
lacquer. Aluminum is, however, not so easy 
to tool as copper. Iron tools do not glide or 
slide on it, so wooden tools are used as much 
as possible. 

First choose a design of convenient size 
such as 4 by 6 or 6 by 8 inches. It should 
be simple, such as the one shown in Figure 1. 
Trace it onto strong, smooth but thin paper. 

Scotch tape the tracing onto a piece of 
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ALUMINUM 
PICTURES 


paid 


By BERNARD I. RASMUSSEN 


aluminum and place face up on a thick mag- 
azine. Go over the face of the picture with 
the metal liner (Figure 1 of May 19 GUIDE), 
making a deep sharp line. As long as the 
paper does not tear or break you will find 
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that the liner glides along very well. See 
Figure 2. If, however, the paper tears, you 
will find that the liner does not slide on the 
aluminum. You can overcome the problem 
by coating the aluminum with a little ma- 
chine oil. If you use a very sharp hardwood 
tool instead of the metal liner, the oil will 
not be necessary. Remember that the object 
of this first step is to get a clear, sharp in- 
dented outline of the picture in the alu- 
minum. 

Steps 2, 3, and 4 are the same as for copper. 
Since we do not usually treat the aluminum 
chemically, the next thing to consider is the 
background. There are several things that 
can be done. It can be painted (black or any 
other dark color) with slating or with flat 
brushing lacquer. Or, it can be covered with 


flock. What you do with the background 
depends largely on the nature of the picture. 

One of the most popular ideas is to paint 
the background with colored transparent 
brushing lacquer. In the case of the fish pic- 
ture shown here, one might use a turquoise 
blue transparent lacquer, leaving the fish in 
shiny aluminum. 

Aluminum pictures can be framed and in 
other ways used just like copper pictures. 
The backs should be reinforced in the same 
manner as recommended for copper. 

A simple and effective way to mount alu- 
minum pictures is shown in Figure 3. Attrac- 
tive plywood should be used. The figure il- 
lustrates aluminum mounted on combed ply- 
wood and used for a calendar. 

Next week: “Metal Cutouts.” 




















PAID 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS / 


Who Was He? 


He prophesied during the reigns of four kings of 
Judah. 

After he had seen a vision of the Lord on His 
throne, he felt his own unworthiness. 

But when he heard the call of the Lord, “Whom 
shall | send?” he promptly responded, “Here am 1; 
send me.” 

He is often called the “gospel prophet’ because 
many of his prophecies were of Christ. 

Many of his prophecies describe the new earth. 

The Lord sent him to a sick king with the mes- 
sage, ‘Set thine house in order: for thou shalt die.” 

According to tradition, he was sawn asunder. 


Kings of the Bible PAIP 
By LOIS SNELLING / 


What was the name of the Biblical king to whom 

each of the following words was addressed? 

1. Wise Men: “Where is he that is born King of 
the Jews?” (Matt. 2:2.) 

2. Esther: “The adversary and enemy is this wicked 
Haman.” (Esther 7:6.) 

3. Jezebel: “I will give thee the vineyard of Naboth.” 
(1 Kings 21:7.) 

4. Solomon: “Send me also cedar trees, fir trees, 
and algum trees, out of Lebanon.” (2 Chron. 2:8.) 

5. Daniel: “I will read the writing unto the king, 
and make known to him the interpretation.” 
(Dan. 5:17.) 

6. David: “Thy servant will go and fight with this 
Philistine.” (1 Sam. 17:32.) 


Famous Places of the Bible 
By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


Here are the names of six well-known places 
mentioned in the Bible, but the letters are “scram- 
bled.” Do you know what they are? 

1. ElJORCH—Joshua fought a battle here. 

2. THASGEANME—Jesus went into this garden to 

pray. 

3. RATARA—Noah’s ark landed on this mountain. 

4. GYETP—The children of Israel were held in cap- 
tivity here. 

. ERUJLSAEM—This is called the Holy City. 

. ALIGEEL—This is a sea in Palestine. 


avi 


Clothing ’ 
By GOLDIE CAVINESS PAID 


1. What kind of garment did Adam make for him- 
self? What kind did God make for him? (Gen. 
3:7, ZA.) 

2. What article of clothing was used to carry away 
Nadab and Abihu? (Lev. 10:5.) 

3. What was remarkable about the clothes of the 
Israelites in the wilderness? (Deut. 29:5.) 

4. What garment was part of the cause for the ston- 
ing of Achan? (Josh. 7:21.) 

5. What reward did Samson offer his companions 
if they should solve his riddle? (Judges 14:12.) 

6. What garment did Ruth use to gather barley? 
(Ruth 3:15.) 
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ATTENTION—ACTION 
FALL IN LINE 


Track and Trail © Nature Study 


Swimming © Hikes © Fun Galore! 





Don’t “Fall Out,” “Fall In”! 





Let LIFE AND HEALTH Help You 
Go to Summer Camp! 


HERE'S HOW 


Any Junior boy or girl who sells only 20 sub- 
scriptions to LIFE AND HEALTH at $2.75, 
or 220 single copies at 25 cents, and turns the 
full price in to the Book and Bible House, 
will be credited with $27.50 for his or her 
camp expenses and extra spending money. 





ACT TODAY! 


Write or phone your conference MV secretary or publishing 
department secretary for further information and supplies. 
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Sand Boy 
From page 8 


Sandy seemed pleased. “See you early. 
Right here by the rock.” 

Jerry nodded. 

“Maybe after we look at the fort we can 
go to the Blue Cave.” 

“Blue Cave! That sounds exciting.” 

“It is,” Sandy replied, but failed to men- 
tion that he had been warned to stay away 
from the cave. “So long until tomorrow.” 
In a moment he was gone, scrambling up 
the embankment. 

Jerry picked up his sack of shells and piece 
of driftwood. “See you later!” he called, 
starting toward the cabin. “I’m so glad we 
came to Beachtown,” he reflected happily. 
“Sandy and I are going to have good times 
together.” He whistled merrily as he walked 
over the sand, unaware that he and his new 
friend would be in real danger next day in 
the Blue Cave, from landslides and the town 
gang. 

(To be continued ) 





How Johnnie Got Wet 
From page 3 


At this laughter broke out all over the 
classroom. 

“Silence!” said Miss Gibson. 

“Johnnie, come here! Why are you drip- 
ping wet?” 

“Well—er ” began Johnnie. 

Exactly what he was going to say next 
nobody knows, for just then the door opened 
again, and this time the principal walked in. 

“Do you have a boy here called Johnnie 
Gordon?” he asked. “The police e 

“The police!” whispered all the children. 

“There he is,” said Miss Gibson. 

“The police,” said the principal, “have 
just phoned up to ask about him. They say 
he jumped off the bridge on his way to 
school this morning and saved the life of a 
little girl who had fallen into the river and 
was drowning. Are you the boy?” he said, 
turning to Johnnie. 

“Yes, sir, please, sir.” 

“I'm proud of you, son. That was a brave 
thing to do. God bless you. But why did you 
come to school like this? Why didn’t you 
go back home and change?” 

“I was afraid my dad would be angry with 








me for getting my clothes soaked,” said John- 
nie. 
“Well, he’s not angry with you,” said the 
principal. “I've talked with him. He’s as 
proud of you as I am.” Then, turning to the 
class, “We're all proud of him, aren't we, 
children?” 

Suddenly everybody was cheering. And the 
very ones who had been laughing at Johnnie 
a few minutes before cheered the loudest. 
How wonderful it seemed to have a real hero 
right in their own classroom! 

“And now, Johnnie, you had better run 
home and get changed,” said the principal, 
“or you'll catch a bad cold.” 

Johnnie ran. 

And soon the whole town was talking 
of the brave little boy who saved a girl from 
drowning on his way to school and was too 
modest to let anybody know about it. 


The Girl Who Saw an Angel 
From page 13 


I couldn't stretch my hand across them. There 
is no end to the centipedes, and their bite 
is painful and poisonous, to say nothing of 
the other wild beasts—the wild boar and 
all the rest, enough to fill any little girl's 
heart with terror if she is lost all alone in 
the jungle. Remember, she was just a little 
tot five years of age. No wonder the father 
and mother felt so desperate and felt that 
there was no hope of ever seeing their little 
one again, except through the Lord's help. 
I am so glad they had learned to pray. 

They had been praying and praying, and 
crying and crying, and all of a sudden they 
heard a sound. They rushed to the door and 
looked down to the bottom of the log that 
they used for steps, and there stood their 
little girl. Yes, she was alive. They rushed 
down and grabbed her up in their arms, 
hugging and kissing her. “What, oh, what- 
ever happened to you? Where, oh, where 
have you been?” And then came the story. 

“Well, you see, it was this way. I started 
out to the tree to get leaves for supper,” 
she said. “I began to play, and went farther 
and farther into the jungle, and then realized 
I was lost. I couldn’t find my way out. I ran 
and ran until I was dead tired. Then I lay 
down in the grass. I was so afraid just lying 
there that I jumped up, and off I ran again. 
Oh, I was afraid. But I couldn’t find my way 
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The Mosque of Omar now stands where Solomon’s Temple used to be. The prob- 
lem is to find your way from the gate of Jerusalem to the door of the mosque. 








out; I didn’t know which way to go. I ran 
till I was all out of breath and couldn’t stand 
it anymore, and I lay down again in the 
grass. Then by and by I got up and ran again. 
I kept that up until I couldn't go anymore. 
Then, suddenly, I remembered to pray. And 
do you know what I saw? I saw a man stand- 
ing near me with his clothes pure white— 
a strong, handsome, large man. He took my 
hand and turned me about and guided me 
right back here to these steps, and here I 
am. 

Isn’t that wonderful! Just think of how 
that father and mother felt that Jesus, up 
in heaven, had taken the pains to send one 
of His wonderful angels down to the side 
of that little girl lost out there in the jungles 
of Borneo. I am so thankful that they had 
heard about Jesus. I am so thankful that that 
little girl had learned to pray. I am so thank- 
ful that you, Juniors, are doing what you 
can to help carry that same message to those 
dear people way over there in wild, dark 
Borneo. 

And, remember, there are other little girls 
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and other little boys who are still waiting 
for the message of Jesus. Do you know 
what I hope? I just hope that some of you 
who read this story will bow your heads in 
a moment of prayer and say, “Dear Lord, 
help me to find a place in your work. Help 
me to give my whole life to You in service. 
If it might be possible, help me someday 
to go across the seas to Borneo, or some 
other land like it, and give my life in carry- 
ing this same message to others.” 


When the Trap Snapped 
From page 5 


killer. He would have to tell Tommy that 
Shep must go. 

It was difficult to approach him, but he 
did. Kindly but firmly, he said, “Son, we 
must do away with Shep. He got away again 
through an open window that we failed to 
shut. I saw his tracks near the chicken house, 
and what Mr. Brown has been telling us is 
all true. Shep is the killer of the chickens.” 











O'@ 


Tommy stood speechless. He looked across 
the field in a daze, and all at once saw Shep 
out there running with a gopher he had 
captured. Tommy faced his daddy and Mr. 
Brown imploring, “Look over there! Shep is 
bringing another enemy—an enemy of our 
crop. Oh, please believe me. Shep isn’t the 
killer. He doesn’t do harm!” Tommy’s voice 
broke. 

After much pleading and entreating, Mr. 
Brown compromised with his neighbor. 
Tommy would tie the dog with a strong 
rope near the house, and Mr. Brown would 
set a trap to catch the intruder. 

That evening after dusk Mr. Brown 
headed for the chicken house, where the 
chickens were sleeping soundly. Cautiously 
he set a trap near the hole through which 
the chicken killer had been coming night 
after night. Carefully he latched the door and 
left. Late into the night he sat up, dozing in 
a chair just a few yards from the chicken 
house, waiting for the attack. All at once, 
bang! as though someone had shot a fire- 
cracker. 

Mr. Brown jumped to his feet, dashed 
for the chicken house, and threw the beam 
of his flashlight through the opening! There, 
to his bewilderment, lay the “killer.” It was 
not a black dog as he had expected, but a 
sharp-faced animal whose brown, slender 
body lay dead, in the trap! Instantly it 
dawned on Mr. Brown that this animal was 
an enemy known for its blood-thirsty habit 
of destroying chickens—the weasel. No won- 
der Shep had barked so furiously each night. 
He had detected the prowler and was trying 
to warn Mr. Brown that an enemy was near 
his chickens. 

In the morning Mr. Brown walked over 
to Tommy’s house. Shep was still tied se- 
curely as he had been during the night. He 
wagged his tail in friendliness as Mr. Brown 
approached, and the man stooped down to 
pat him gently. Loosening the rope, he said, 
“Shep, you’re a good dog, and we should 
never have doubted it.” As he looked at him, 
he knew that the devotion and heroism of 
a dog were something never to be forgotten. 








RAT IN THE MOTOR. An English aviator 
flying across Arabia heard what sounded like 
an animal gnawing in the motor. It was a large 
field rat, and he feared it might cut through 
an important wire, stopping the motor and 
crashing the plane! He could not land where 
he was, so as to kill the animal, and he needed 
both hands to fly. So he turned up the nose 
of the plane and climbed higher and higher. 
At a great altitude the air was so thin that 
the animal died, and the gnawing ceased. So, 
if there is sin in our lives, we should fly closer 
to Jesus, where sin cannot live. 


WORMS IN THEIR MUSCLES. Many millions 
of Americans have worms in their muscles be- 
cause they eat pork. The disease, called trichi- 
nosis, is caused by microscopic spiral worms 
called Trichinella. They enter man through 
the pork, and get into the intestine, then wiggle 
out and begin to multiply by the millions. 
They crawl through the walls of the intestines, 
and the blood carries them through the body. 
The person suffers much pain, and may die. 
Unfortunately, many people like pork so well 
they don’t blame it for causing the trouble, but 
say it was some other illness that gave them 
so much pain. Then they go right on eating 
pork and get the aches and pains again. Silly, 
aren’t they? 


NEW HELP FOR LANGUAGE STUDENTS. 
If you could get one of the new IBM elec- 
tronic brain machines, you could pass your 
language classes with flying colors—if you 
knew how to work the machine. A few months 
ago Georgetown University language experts 
demonstrated an International Business Ma- 
chine “brain” that could translate Russian scien- 
tific sentences into English. It is believed to 
be the first mechanical translator ever de- 
veloped. 


COVER PICTURE by Corson, from A. Dev- 
aney. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 





XI!—Love Grows 


(JUNE 19) 


Lesson Texts: 1 Corinthians 13:11, 12; Mark 
4:30-32; Luke 2:40, 52. 


Memory Verse: “But grow in grace, and in 
the knowledge of our Lord and Saviour Jesus 
Christ” (2 Peter 3:18). 

Guiding Thought 

“I wish I could portray the beauty of the Chris- 
tian life. Beginning in the morning of life, con- 
trolled by the laws of nature and of God, the 
Christian moves steadily onward and upward, daily 
drawing nearer his heavenly home, where await 
for him a crown of life, and a new name, ‘which 
no man knoweth saving he that receiveth it.’ 
Constantly he grows in happiness, in holiness, in 
usefulness. The progress of each year exceeds that 
of the past year. 

“God has given the youth a ladder to climb, 
a ladder that reaches from earth to heaven. Above 
this ladder is God, and on every round fall the 
bright beams of His glory. He is watching those 
who are climbing, ready, when the grasp relaxes 
and the steps falter, to send help.”—Messages to 
Young People, p. 95. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson texts and the guiding thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 


The Growth of Love 

1. Paul has given us the seven ingredients of 
love in 1 Corinthians 13:4-7, and has warned 
us of the things that spoil true Christian love. 
What illustration does he use to show that 
Christian love is a growing thing? (1 Cor. 13: 
hi, 12.) 

2. Peter also tells us that the Christian’s 
experience must be always growing. In what 
does he say that the Christian must continue 
to grow? (2 Peter 3:18.) 

NoTE.—‘If you are growing in grace and 
the knowledge of Jesus Christ, you will improve 
every privilege and opportunity to gain more 
knowledge of the life and character of Christ. 
Faith in Jesus will grow as you become better 
acquainted with your Redeemer by dwelling upon 
His spotless life and His infinite love.’—Messages 
to Young People, p. 121. 

3. As Paul went back to the churches he 
periodically visited, for what did he give 
thanks? (2 Thess. 1:3.) 
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ASSIGNMENT 3 
The Christian Life Is a New Life 

4. When a person becomes a Christian the 
change in his way of thinking and living is so 
pronounced that he is spiritually a new person. 
How did Christ describe this change to one 
who came inquiring of Him? (John 3:1-7.) 

NOTE.— "The change of heart by which we 
become children of God is in the Bible spoken 
of as bitth. ... 

“Not all the wisdom and skill of man can pro- 
duce life in the smallest object in nature. It is 
only through the life which God Himself has im- 
parted, that either plant or animal can live. So 
it is only through the life from God that spiritual 
life is begotten in the hearts of men.”’—Steps to 
Christ, p. 7 

5. What did Paul call the new believers in the 
Christian faith? (1 Cor. 3:1, last part.) 

ASSIGNMENT 4 
Growing as a Child 

6. What is essential for a baby’s growth, and 
what is essential for the spiritual growth of 
the new Christian? (1 Peter 2:2.) 

7. As the new Christian gains strength from 
the “milk of the word”—the easier parts of the 
Bible—what can he take? (Heb. 5:13, 14; 6:1.) 

NOTE.—God’s messenger says of those who do 
not take the spiritual food of the Word of God, 
“Many have for years made no advancement in 
knowledge and true holiness. They are spiritual 
dwarfs." —Testimonies, vol. 2, p. 124. 

“It is the privilege of the young, as they grow 
in Jesus to grow in spiritual grace and knowledge. 
We may know more and more of Jesus through 
an interested searching of the Scriptures, and then 
following the ways of truth and righteousness 
therein revealed.”—Messages to Young People, 
p. 221. 

ASSIGNMENT 5 
Growing as a Tree 

8. To what does the psalmist compare the 
growth of the children of God? (Ps. 92:12.) 

NOTE.—"Many are the lessons that may thus 
be learned [from a study of nature]. Self-reliance, 
from the tree that, growing alone on plain or 
mountainside, strikes down its roots deep into the 
earth, and in its rugged strength defies the tem- 
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pest. The power of early influence, from the 
gnarled, shapeless trunk, bent as a sapling, to 
which no earthly power can afterward restore its 
lost symmetry.” —Education, p. 119. 

9. As a tree must have its roots in the earth, 
where must the Christian have his roots? (Col. 
2:6, 7, 10.) 

10. To what plant did Jesus compare the 
Christian in his growth and development? 
(Mark 4:30-32.) 


NoTE.—'‘He who gave this parable created the 
tiny seed, gave it its vital properties, and or- 
dained the laws that govern its growth. And the 
truths taught by the parable were made a reality 
in His own life. He, the Majesty of heaven, the 
King of glory, became a babe in Bethlehem, and 
for a time represented the helpless infant in its 
mother’s care. In childhood He spoke and acted 
as a child, honoring His parents, and carrying out 
their wishes in helpful ways. But from the first 
dawning of intelligence He was constantly grow- 
ing in grace and in a knowledge of truth.”’—Edz- 
cation, pp. 106, 107. 


ASSIGNMENT 6 


Children Whose Development Was Perfect 

11. What is said of the way Samuel grew as a 
child? (1 Sam. 2:26.) : 

12. What is written of John the Baptist’s 
childhood? (Luke 1:80.) 

13. How did the child Jesus grow and de- 
velop? (Luke 2:40, 52.) 

NOTE.—‘“His [Christ’s} mind was active and 
penetrating, with a thoughtfulness and wisdom 
beyond His years. Yet His character was beautiful 
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in its symmetry. The powers of mind and body 
developed gradually, in keeping with the laws 
of childhood. 

“As a child, Jesus manifested a peculiar loveli- 
ness of disposition. His willing hands were ever 
ready to serve others. He manifested a patience 
that nothing could disturb, and a truthfulness 
that would never sacrifice integrity. In principle 
firm as a rock, His life revealed the grace of un- 
selfish courtesy. 

“With deep earnestness the mother of Jesus 
watched the unfolding of His powers, and beheld 
the impress of perfection upon His character. 
With delight she sought to encourage that bright, 
receptive mind.”—The Desire of Ages (1937 
ed.), pp. 68, 69. 


ASSIGNMENT 7 


UNDERLINE THE CORRECT ANSWER 

Of whom was it said that as a child he: 

“grew, and waxed strong in spirit’? Samuel, 
John the Baptist, Jesus. 

“grew, and waxed strong in spirit, filled with 
wisdom: and the grace of God was upon him’? 
Samuel, John the Baptist, Jesus. 

“srew on, and was in favour both with the 
Lord, and also with men’’? Samuel, John the Bap- 
tist, Jesus. 

“increased in wisdom and stature, and in favour 
with God and man’? Samuel, John the Baptist, 
Jesus. 

Fill in the names of two trees in the blanks 
in this verse: 

“The righteous shall flourish like them _: 
he shall grow like a in Lebanon.” Ps. 





When Jesus was a boy He helped His father just as boys and girls are asked to do nowadays. He 
knew that unless He worked at home, He wouldn't grow up to be the kind of man God wanted Him to be. 
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1. At the very moment when the fox stopped to 
listen, Bob happened to hop on one of the fence 
rails. He saw the fox, and calling an alarm note, 
whirred his wings loudly and flew past him. 2. Bob's 
mate also whirred up, passed the fox, and landed 














beyond, to draw him away. The chicks, only a few 
hours old, knew enough to hide in the grass and 
leaves, which blended with their mottled down. 
3. After the parents had led the fox far away over 
the hill, they circled back to their frightened brood. 





























4. Bob and his mate taught their youngsters to be 
watchful. Usually they were hidden in long grass, but 
whenever they had to cross a bare patch they would 
run fast. 5. Quail help the farmer by eating many 
insects that are harmful. Grasshoppers, beetles, 


moths, and worms were plentiful, and the young 
quail grew rapidly. 6. Weed seeds also form a large 
part of the quail’s food, especially in the fall and 
winter. They clean up many of the seeds that would 
otherwise become a nuisance in the farmer's crops. 




















7. At first the youngsters were all able to stay under 
their parents at night. When they grew bigger, they 
crowded near them, heads facing outward. 8. Though 
eighteen quail chicks hatched from the eighteen eggs 
the mother laid, she could hardly expect that many 
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youngsters to grow up unharmed. In spite of the 
parents’ care, a sharp-shinned hawk got two of them. 
9. There were other enemies also. A fox caught three 
as they were learning to fly. Then one day a weasel 
appeared—a dreadful foe whom all the birds feared. 








